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guarded by his servants.    Lala Sahib is quite a little
Sadhu, he is so good.
3rd May, 1894. You did not come. Don't be offend-
ed for any reasons with me. My pupil has passed his
B.A. Examination. I am so glad.
10th May, 1894. Nothing in the world is ours. If
we want peace, we must consider our body as not ours,
but His, and pass our days doing His tasks.
5th June, 1894. Maharajji! God is very good. I
like Him immensely. He is so sweet. You ought to
live on terms of peace with Him. He is never harsh.
Only He is playful and at times what we consider our
suffering is His humour. I know many thing's about
Him now. I will tell you some day.
On this table at which I am'Writing this letter, are
lying a few grains of sugar, An'd.Around the sugar
assembled three or four ants. And they -ajl began looking
towards my black letters as my pen went? on writing them
on the paper. And they talked a lot about it all and as
I heard them, I report to you tlieir conversation.
But at first I may say that though my handwriting
is very defective and not very nice, to ants it looked
as wondrous as the paintings of China are to us.
The very first ant that started the talk was the
youngest of the lot, a little ant> a mere baby-ant. The
first baby-ant said: "Look sisters! look! The art of
this pen ! How it goes on writing round and round the
beautiful letters. The paper on which it writes becomes
a dear letter; men lift it and read it. It is spreading
pearls on paper. What colours, what designs ! Some
letters look like our cousins (insects)! Oh how beautiful I"
Saying this the first ant became silent. But the
elder one, with eyes a little bigger, spoke thus: " My
sisters! you see not! the pen is a dead thing. The
pen hath no power to paint. It is the two fingers
holding the pen that are doing this miracle."
And yet another spoke, wiser than the last two:
" Both of you are ignorant. The two fingers are like two